Siam
however, only the risk of being detained her*
till daybreak*
And now night falls, moist and languorous,
and we scarcely know where we are* The
water has not always clear contours. Dark
masses, which are really storm clouds, resemble
in places adjacent banks. We see rising
phantoms of mountains, phantoms of forests,
Pale stars, bedimmed as was the sun, appear
at last through the mist to guide us,   Our
pilot thinks he has found his bearings, and we
continue on our way at full speed,   A violent
shock!   The boat rears and stops, while at the
same time the air is rent with the sound of
breaking branches.   A mass of shadow, which
he had taken for one of the deceptive clouds,
proves to be really the bank; we have plunged
into it, our bows sheer amongst the trees, and
from the concussion a thousand little beasts,
which were asleep in the verdure, descend like
a rain upon us, locusts, beetles, lizards, and
venomous   little   snakes.     The   engines  are
reversed, and we extricate  ourselves without
having suffered damage*   We had struck only
soft mud and fragile mangroves*   And our
Siamese, it appears, had missed the entrance
to the river by only a few  yards* so that
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